TO            SELF-SELECTED    ESSAYS

to croquet, a refined late-Victorian thing, bright with
petticoats and delicately clouded with curates.

Some people still think of lawn tennis as a namby-
pamby affair. When I told a friend of mine, some time
ago, that I was playing a good deal of lawn tennis, he
assured me solemnly that it was useless to him be-
cause it was "a soft ball game." This amused me, for
my own lawn tennis, poor though it is, is far fiercer,
more dangerous to life and property, than his cricket.
I fancy that if he encountered a few of Tilden's ser-
vices, Borotra's volleys, or Gregory's smashes, he
would, after pausing for breath, arrive rapidly at the
conclusion that the game was not quite so contemp-
tible to his fierce masculinity. Contemporary lawn
tennis is not a dangerous game (though the great
Borotra himself was once laid out, unconscious, by a
terrific drive that hit him on the forehead), but it is
fast and very hard. It demands more and more from
its champions. If you imagine that all modern French
literature is written in a sad defeatist spirit, read
Lacoste on tennis. The French have put all their
grand military energy into the game. Racquet in hand,
they have made some of their magnificent raids.

The national character peeps out of the game as it
is played by these various representative champions.
As I have already suggested, the lawn tennis of the
great French players is characteristically French.
Watch the Orientals patiently driving from the base-
line hour after hour, and you can see the East at play
and can understand its multitudinous pagodas and